Poetry for Soys.

And pass'd the English archers all,

Without all dread or fear.
And through Earl Percy's body then

He thrust his hateful spear;

So thus did both these nobles die,
Whose courage none could stain;

An English archer then perceiv'd
The noble Earl was slain:

He had a bow bent in his hand,

Made of a trusty tree;
An arrow of a cloth-yard long

Up to the head drew he.

Against Sir Hugh Montgomery

So right the shaft he set,
The grey-goose wing that was thereon,

In his heart's blood was wet.

This fight did last from break of day

Till setting of the sun;
For when they rang the evening-bell,

The battle scarce was done.

Of fifteen hundred Englishmen

Went home but fifty-three;
The rest were slain in Chevy Chase,

Under the greenwood tree,

Next day did many widows come,

Their husbands to bewail;
They washed their wounds in brinish tears.

But all would not prevail,

Their bodies, bath'd in purple blood,

They bore with them away;
They kiss'd them dead a thousand times

Ere they were clad in. clay*